WATER  UNDER  THE  BRIDGES
By far the most interesting visitor whom we had out in Nish while
I was there was Leo Amery, whose subsequent career needs no com-
ments of mine. At that time he was chiefly known as a brilliant
scholar, an M.P. for Birmingham, an ardent Tariff Reformer, and as
one of Miner's young men. He arrived at Nish in company with
General Phillips, our new Military Attache. A greater contrast in
men could scarcely be imagined. Both were in uniform, General
Phillips very tall and broad and imposingly covered'in gold lace and
medals. Amery, very short, was in khaki which looked as if it needed
pressing badly and lacking a Sam Browne belt. I remember on one
occasion being up in Belgrade with the two of them during a rather
heavy artillery bombardment from the Austrians across the river.
The shells were constantly droning over our heads. General Phillips
was clearly alarmed, I was equally so, although I hoped I 'did not
show it, but Amery walked along completely oblivious of anything
except some post-war problem which he was ardently discussing.
His job was of a secret nature concerned with the possible
despatch of a British expeditionary force to Salonika and
included the compilation of a military handbook containing all
the information which might be in any way useful to such a force,
from history and topography down to useful phrases in Serb and
English.
In connection therewith hangs a story which I am sure Amery has
never told himself, but which was related to me by the best possible
source and can be vouched for. When we did eventually send an
expeditionary force to Salonika, Amery was attached to it in a staff
officer's capacity. Soldiers are not particularly well disposed to poli-
tical officers. On one occasion Amery's C.O. asked him a question
about the country which even Amery was unable to answer. "What
the hell is the good of you politicians?" said his C.O. "Here," picking
up the handbook which naturally contained no author's name, "you
go and study this, and then perhaps you will be able to answer
questions in future." Amery picked up the handbook, saluted, and
walked out. Few people could have resisted the temptation of saying,
"Thanks, I wrote that myself."
The comparative quiet of those first eight months of 1915 in Serbia
was but the lull before the storm broke. So long as there was any
prospect of the Dardanelles expedition forcing its way to Constanti-
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